THE  SPARK                      I45

Thy tresses are those rays that do arise

Not from one sun, but two: such are thy eyes;

Thy lips congealed nectar are; and such

As, but a deity, there 's none dare touch.

The perfect crimson that thy cheek doth clothe           15

(But only that it far exceeds them both,)

Aurora's blush resembles, or that red

That Iris struts in when her mantle's spread.

Thy teeth in white do Leda's swan exceed;

Thy skin 's a heavenly and immortal weed;                 2o

And when thou breath'st, the winds are ready straight

To filch it from thee, and do therefore wait

Close at thy lips, and snatching it from thence,

Bear it to heaven, where 'tis Jove's frankincense.

Fair goddess, since thy feature makes thee one,           25

Yet be not such for these respects alone;

But as you are divine in outward view,

So be within as fair, as good, as true.

THE SPARK

[Also  attributed  to Walter or Walton Poole, and,  as "The Guiltless
Inconstant," to Suckling.]

MY first love, whom all beauties did adorn,

Firing my heart suppress'd it with her scorn;

Since like to tinder in my breast it lies,

By every sparkle made a sacrifice.

Each wanton eye now kindles my desire,                   5

And that is free to all which was entire;

Desiring more, by the desire I lost,

As those that in consumptions hunger most,

And now my wand'ring thoughts are not confin'd

Unto one woman but to womankind;                      10

This for her shape I love, that for her face,

This for her gesture or some other grace,

And, where I none of these do use to find,

I choose her by the kernel not the rind;

And so I hope, since my first hopes are gone,           15

To find in many what I lost in one,

And, like to merchants after some great loss,

Trade by retail that cannot now in gross.

The fault is hers that made me go astray,

He needs must wander that has lost his way.           20